

Wc willbeftow our fclues; read oivthis Bookc, 

That fhow of fuch an cxercifcWiy coloat; 

Your lowlinefle;we are oft toohlamein this, 

Tis too milch prou^dl, chat with ckuctions vifage ; 
Andpious aftion, doc ihgar©tc i. : ; .. ; 

The Dcuill himfclfe. 

King, O tis too ttoe, 

Hovvlmartalafh th^tlpccchdotb gitteray confciehce? 

The harlots checke beaut ed with pi *iftring art, 

Is not more vgly to the thnig that Helps it, . .,»! - r j* ; 
Then is my deed jatnpiKUtptidced: ward* 

O heauy burthen : * 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is thequcfthxn, 

Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious {fortune. 

Onto take arme* againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end thdm : To die to fleepe 
No more : and by a fleepe, to fay we end ; 

The hart-ake,:aud'\th« natural! (Bocks 

That flefti is heire ro ; tis aeonfanrmation 
Dcuoutlyjto be wifhtto difc^oflceji, >•' 

To deep, perchance to drotfritfi 1 tbwe’b the rub, 

Fpr in that fleep of death ^hac dreamesjnotiy came ? O v <rfci\ 
When wc hauefta^d:^ffthife^tertall coylc *v V 

Muftgiue vs paufe, thetas tterefpeft r *\pj 

That makes calamity offolobglifes ! . 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, 

Th* oppreffors \A rong, the proud mans coatumely, 

The pangs of office and the Lawcs delay, ,.. v <o 

The infolcnce of office, and thif fpurncs ? ^ ; y ; ; ? 

Tfm patient merit of tlv* yriworthy takes. 

When himfelfe^iiigbt \\±<p&etne make 
With a bare bodkin 5 who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifcoucr’d Gourirrie, from whofc borne 

No 


Prwtftf/Denmarke. 

fjo traucller returnes, puzzels the will, 
h And makesy* rather beare tbofeils wchauc, 

thca&eW'Pthefsrtltat mknow.not ofi 
Thus conference dooes rn^ke cowards, 

And thus thenatiue hiew of refolution 
j$ fickled ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And Enterprises of great pitch and moment, 

VVith this regard theircurrents tuine awry. 

And loofe the name of aftion. Soft you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia , Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, ' 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Horn. I humbly thankeyou; well. 

Ophe. My Lord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-deliucr, 

1 pray you now rcceiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. .1 

Ophc . My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did,, 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made ihefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

P # Take thefc againe, for to the noble mind 

Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnkind, 

There my Lord. , 

Ham. Ha, ha, arcyouhonefl. 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham . Are you faired 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and fairs , you Ihould admit no 
difeourfe to your bcautie.. 

Ophe. Could bcautie my Lord haue better commerce 
P Then with honefly ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme 
honcftic from what it is to aBaud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likentfffic , this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you raadetnebelecucfp. 

Ham . You flhould not haue beleeu d rac/or vertue cannot fo 
cuacuate our old flock* but we iball rcUiflfcOf it s I loued you no^o 

Ophe,. 






